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disliked by turns. After some years when the Satya-
graha movement started and Jawahar flung him-
self into politics, I saw more of him and. the better
I knew him the greater was my admiration for this
brother of mine who I once wrongly thought was
conceited.

As an elder brother Jawahar: is perfect
Though he is so much older thari".my ^i&ter^and Ir
he has never laid down the law^-^^as^gieat
many elder brothers do. If he Has Disapproved of
anything we have done, he has always talked the
matter over with gentleness and tact, making us
see for ourselves that we were in the wrong. If we
have disagreed, however hurt he may feel, he tries
not to show it and never imposes his own views on
us. He is not only an adored 'big brother' to Swa-
rup and me, but a grand friend and companion
who by his affection and understanding has made
himself very precious to us. We know he is always
there, just as father was, a pillar of strength on
whom we can lean and get support when wearied
out by life's little problems and worries. He never
offers advice, but is ever willing to help when help
and guidance are necessary. He is also a confidant
in whom one can confide without fear of being
ridiculed or rebuked. Being so utterly human him-
self he never fails to understand another's weak-
ness.

After father's death Jawahar was most con-
cerned about mother and me. Swarup was married
and had a home of her own. Now that Jawahar
was head of our little family he did not wish either
mother or me to feel that we were dependent on
him, as is the usual custom in an Indian family. It
never occurred to us but it did to him. Father did
not leave a will nor did we expect him to, for it
would have been most unlike bipa to have done so.
Yet certain things worried7 Jawah^x,jthought